

ran?ois opened his eyes.
His heart was beating violently. What was it that had
startled him into wakefulness? On the other side of
the door the argument was going on relentlessly. He
found himself trembling, as though, suddenly, it was
his fate that was at stake in the room where two
human beings seemed to be engaged in an endless
quarrel.

"Come here, Claire, come here, and take the slap
you so richly deserve. Am I, or am I not, your father?
Come here, you lying little slut!"

"Let her alone, Simon. Can't you see she's wearing
the new wedding-dress which IVe got to deliver to
the Chanteaus by seven V

"Come here, Claire. I have something for your
private ear. Who is your lover? Answer me!"

There was a sound like a stifled whimper. Through
the crack of the half-open door, Fran?ois could see
Claire circling round the table in an attempt to
escape from her father*

"Everything gets known in the long run. Look at
this letter. It was lying innocently there with my mail
on the dresser."

"It is an anonymous letter, Simon."
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